CHAPTER 169 


October 8, 2011 


“Hey Maya; Justin home?” 


Yu had come knocking at the door to Justin’s house that morning; a bad move really 
in retrospect. The problem Justin had with his so called friends was that they just 
would not back down. It was clear their motives weren’t with his well being when 
they kept pestering about the goddamn investigation team. You know, he was THIS 
close to letting this all just slip under the rug and moving on with his days; but the 
moment he heard Yu knocking on the door to his house, that was all destroyed in 
seconds. Was it so much for him to be left alone. Justin sat there a glare on his face 
as he plucked away at his guitar strings, fingers moving daftly along the fretboard 
as he poured his heart into the music he played. 


| can't remember anything. 

Can't tell if this is true or dream. 
Deep down inside | feel to scream. 
This terrible silence stops me. 

Now that the war is through with me 
I'm waking up | cannot see 

That there's not much left of me 
Nothing is real but pain now. 

Hold my breath as I wish for death. 
Oh please God, wake me. 


Maya sighed as the two watched Justin from the doorway, listening to his voice slide 
up and down the musical scale in time to the guitar. He had been doing this pretty 
much all day; and it only seemed to get worse the more Maya tried to actually talk 
to Justin about it. He just played louder and more aggressive anytime she tried to 
mention the scene that he had caused at Junes a few days ago. After while she 
eventually just gave up trying to break through to him. Figures she was the one that 
was hurt, yet she was the one being ignored. Like she was the villain here. Justin of 
course wasn’t mad at Maya, even though he knew she was siding with the others 
against him. Regardless of her stance on the issue, Maya was who he had been 
fighting for this whole time; and maybe she didn’t appreciate it now, but someday 


maybe she would. Justin just felt bad that Maya was so... impressionable; unwilling 
to stand up for herself... even when others would gladly defend her to the death. 


“What do you think?” Maya waved her hands about to Yu. It was absolutely 
astonishing to Justin that one of the first things Maya had set out to learn with her 
sign language was how to be sarcastic. Not that it really worked when no one ever 
understood what she was saying. Only Yosuke and Justin; and even then, Justin 
missed half the shit she said sometimes. Yu just raised his eyebrow with a 
combination of puzzlement and embarrassment. Whenever Maya talked to the 
others she usually had Yosuke or Justin translate on her behalf... And, well... Yosuke 
wasn’t here, and Justin was purposely trying to ignore the two. Yu didn’t understand 
a damn word Maya was trying to convey. 


“..1’m, uh... sorry; | don’t really know sign-language.” Yu admitted with 
embarrassment. Maya just sighed a bit, eyes shooting towards the floor beneath her 
as she shook her head. She could live with the sign-language; it was the fact that 
she needed someone to translate for her that made it damn near impossible to live 
like this. It was a moment before Maya just stepped to the side to allow Yu passage, 
figuring nothing she would say was going to get to him anyway; might as well not 
delay the inevitable. Yu bowed his head with gratitude, dashing past Maya to make 
his way over to Justin’s seat on the couch. Justin was very visibly angered as he felt 
the pressure of the couch pushing down beside him as Yu laid his ass down on the 
first empty seat he could find. 


“| thought | told you yesterday after that shit you tried to pull yesterday to go fuck 
yourself.” Justin remarked angrily, his strumming growing slowly more and more 
quickly as he tried to output his anger into something other than his voice or his 
fists. It got to a point where he had to completely change the song he was playing 
because the previous one was too slow to keep up with his blind rage; Before | 
Forget to be more precise. How deliciously appropriate all things considered. It was 
too bad Yu didn’t know the song, because if he did, perhaps maybe he’d actually 
realize just how much Justin hated him right now; how he would NEVER forgive him 
for turning on him like that. Yu rubbed at the back of his head with embarrassment. 
Not necessarily embarrassment for what he had done mind you, but embarrassment 
for Justin, how he was still trying to alienate his friends over a goddamn feud. You’d 
think if Maya was fine with Naoto then Justin should be too. Though the one thing Yu 
had forgotten to take into account with that was that Maya was FAR too forgiving 
for her own good. One of these days her tendency to forgive so easily would cost 
her; mark his words. 


“Eh... Chie told us you’d be less forgiving.” 


“Don’t play these games Yu; you know me well enough to know when | want 
someone to go die in a hole.” Justin remarked, eyes slowly squinting in anger. Yu 
just sighed a bit; he hadn’t even said anything yet and Justin was already 


threatening him. Well sort of anyway; dying in a hole was really more a 
commonplace expression than anything, but it still wasn’t a very polite one. And 
here he was hoping that Justin had calmed down and that they could talk about this 
like adults. He should have known better than to assume Justin could be civilized 
though. Even when he WAS being nice, he had the foulest potty mouth in all the 
lands; sitting down like adults was far beyond his experience. “And that’s another 
thing; don’t you ever send Chie to send your damn dirty work again. You want to 
talk to me; you say it to my damn face.” 


“We just wanted to talk; we... didn’t think you’d come if you knew...” Yu admitted 
with slight shame. He didn’t agree with Justin on a lot of this shit, but he would 
agree that sending Chie to drag Justin to the hospital, perhaps destroying any trust 
he had in his best friend and his love interest in the process, was a very low blow. 
He shouldn’t have done it. But then, what do you do when you need to talk to a guy 
who would rather piss on you then so much as exchange a pleasantry? 


“Well when you pull shit like that you’re damn right | don’t.” Justin growled angrily 
as he strummed the strings of his guitar faster and faster, more and more 
aggressively. He was actually considering for a moment smashing the guitar against 
Yu’s head; but he figured his guitar was a little more valuable than Yu’s blood. 
“What the fuck do you even want Yu? | already told you I’m not coming back, and 
the more you pester me-“ 


“It’s not about that.” Yu interrupted Justin before he could go on a tirade about how 
much he despised them for what they did, how he hated his friends. Chie had told 
them everything, though Yu wouldn’t ever think to bring it up to Justin. Trust was a 
very fragile thing with the boy apparently; if he knew Chie was going back and 
relaying this to his friends, even if she only meant the best of intentions, it would 
break his heart. And if it broke his heart, it’d probably destroy his sanity, making 
him but a hollow shell of a man. 


“If you’re going to lie to me in my own house, you can fucking leave. God knows I’m 
sick of your face already.” Justin remarked as he stopped playing the guitar abruptly 
with anger. He was much too furious to be strumming his strings; and if he plucked 
any faster or any harder, he risked snapping them. And he WOULD make Yu pay for 
them if that happened, whether he liked it or not. Yu bit his bottom lip, groaning a 
bit under his breath. He had come here to try and make peace between two warring 
factions, but that was pretty damn hard when Justin seemed to have his mind set on 
hating Yu before he even opened his mouth. And after all Yu had sat through, all the 
advice he had given Justin over the months they had known each other; it was like 
none of that even mattered to Justin. And all because Yu wasn’t going to stand for 
Justin’s grudge interfering with what was important: catching the killer. Insuring 
people were safe. Funny; last Yu checked, keeping people safe was what had kept 
Justin up at night and gave him nightmares. 


“I’m here because we’re friends Justin... This isn’t about the Investigation Team, or 
shadows, or Naoto... This is just about you and me.” Yu snapped back, being stern, 
but kind at the same time. He was here because no matter what Justin chose to do 
in regards to the investigation and in regards to Naoto, Justin was his friend. And 
friends don’t give up on each other; even when they got stuck between a rock anda 
hard place. Justin just scoffed at the idea. After all Yu had done to betray Justin’s 
trust and he still thought he was worthy of the title of ‘friend?’ He was no friend of 
Justin’s; he was a two-timing backstabber who pretended to care, but in actuality 
just needed him for his goddamn team. He was just some tool for Yu’s grand master 
plan. 


“Friend? You still think you get to call yourself my friend Yu? Let me tell you 
something Yu; what Naoto did was unforgivable, but that’s not even what I’m pissed 
about. What hurts the most is that you, someone who | trusted with everything, are 
treating her like some goddamn hero. She’s a fucking criminal and hyprocrite; and 
when | called her out on it, you all turned on me. And then you have the nerve to try 
and pull me back in your damn scheme? I’m not some fucking tool for you to do 
with as you please!” Justin scolded Yu, face red as the blood in his veins boiled red 
hot, pumping to his brain in spurts of pure rage. By this point Maya had come over 
to see what all this was about, standing behind the couch that Justin and Yu were 
sitting at before tapping Justin on the shoulder. 


“It’s okay... really.” She gestured off, pausing slightly before confirming her remark 
once she saw Justin’s face. It was clear he didn’t believe her for a second that she 
was Okay with this. It wasn’t right in the slightest whether she acknowledged it or 
not. Justin waved her off with a quick flick of his wrists. He wouldn’t give her shit 
over this; she was just being herself... And unfortunately that really needed to 
change. Maya held up her finger as if ready to make another gesture, to speak up 
again as best she could, but then she decided, fuck it. It was hard to get a point 
across when your only means of communication could be blocked out simply by 
closing your eyes. If Justin didn’t want to listen to her, nothing she did was going to 
change that. 


“Just because we’re friends doesn’t mean we have to agree on everything. You want 
to know the truth? | don’t think Naoto did anything wrong. You're just trying to find 
a scapegoat to push the guilt on.” Yu shouted back, slowly starting to lose his 
temper. Again, once Yu started shouting, you know you’ve really crossed the line by 
this point. Maya sighed and slowly walked off, pinching her forehead as she tried to 
drown out the sound of the two arguing. It was bad enough that there was this rift 
between Justin and everyone without all the goddamn shouting. Besides... She 
didn’t want to hear anything about what had happened that day. She didn’t know 
who to side with on this really; she just... just wanted to pretend it never happened. 


“It’s not a matter of fucking opinion Yu! Her actions directly set in motion a series of 
events that lead to... lead to that! I’m not the one trying to deflect blame here; you 


are!” Justin shouted back, getting up from the couch to shout at Yu, anger pushing 
him up on his feet. If this got any more intense he was leaving. He had been hiding 
in his house so he WOULDN'T be bothered about this shit. Not that that was going 
to be a problem. Yu could already see he wasn’t going to get anywhere; if anything 
he was making it worse. God forbid he have an opinion that differ from Justin’s. That 
was always his problem; he couldn’t accept people being different... Or perhaps it 
was just being different himself. 


“If | was deflecting blame, | wouldn’t even be here right now. But you know what; 
you’re right Justin. You’re always right.” Yu remarked sarcastically before thrusting 
a folder into Justin’s hand. He had been carrying with him figuring Justin might like 
to see its contents; now he was using it as a deadly weapon in his argument. “You 
keep saying you can’t trust us; but we never stopped trusting you. We all agreed to 
let you have those; even Naoto. But you know what? I’m done. You want to keep 
wallowing in your self-pity go right ahead. Do whatever the hell you want with 
those.” Yu remarked before throwing his hands up and walking out the door. Justin 
glared at the boy as he stormed out the door, slamming it on his way out. He’s 
lucky he didn’t break the hinges or something, because if he did, Justin would sue 
the fuck out of him. God knows he needed the money and god knows Yu would 
deserve it after all the shit he put Justin through. 


Justin sighed after a moment of glaring at the door. Maya had since gone upstairs to 
drown out the arguing down stairs with Justin’s headset, so she didn’t even know Yu 
had left; just leaving Justin to stand there in all his fury. It took a while before Justin 
turned his eyes down at the folder Yu had given him. He had considered shredding 
it and throwing it in the trash for a moment, but then curiosity started to get the 
better of him. He doubted anything the rest of the group wanted to give him was 
even worth looking at; hell it’d probably piss him off actually. But he wouldn’t be 
content until he knew what it was at the very least. Justin bit his lip before opening 
up the folder... And when he did he was just very confuse. It was a shit ton of paper 
work, medical from the looks of it. One for every member of the investigation team. 
Justin was puzzled at first, but then it slowly started to don upon him. And when it 
did, he couldn’t help but be a little angry, if not amused. 


“Fucking prick; this is not trust.” Justin remarked angrily as he walked about the 
house, dropping the folder on the table but keeping the papers. He should have 
tossed them with the folder really, but he had them now, and while he was 
disgusted by what Yu was trying to do, he was curious as to the actual contents of 
these reports... Specifically Naoto’s, which had her name circled for some reason. 
As if to give Justin the go ahead to use ANYTHING in that document to his 
advantage. Nothing particularly stood out as interesting though... Except uh... 
Wait... Those measurements were a misprint right? Yeah probably; not really worth 
using against her. Everything in her document was completely useless. Justin sighed 
as he crumpled up Naoto’s document, tossing it over his shoulder and into the 
trash. 


Justin slowly began to shuffle through the papers from there, not actually reading 
the documents, just looking at the names. Sure enough EVERYONE had consented. 
Hell even Maya’s was here. Still no hope for her throat from the looks of it. There 
were some rather interesting notes for Kurt; but that was to be expected. What was 
really strange was that they apparently took an X-ray of him and Teddie. Neither 
had anything show through on the monitor. It was probably a broken machine, 
though Justin did find it a bit odd. Regardless, he continued going through the 
papers until he stopped at one name in particular. Chie’s. He stared at the 
document for a moment, almost sadden eyes as he looked at the document. He 
wasn’t sure if she thought this would help or if she really did think this would show 
Justin they trusted them, but it wasn’t really working. It just made him sad watching 
Chie get misinformed by the rest of the team, her mind slowly warped by lies and 
Slander. 


He wanted to just stop at the name, knowing what these medical reports contained, 
but yet... he couldn’t just dispose of it for some reason. He couldn’t help but sigh as 
his pupils slowly rolled down the page, scanning the information. Sure enough, her 
‘measurments’ were there. Why they even took that information, Justin didn’t know. 
It didn’t matter though; Justin was quick to rip that piece of the document off before 
he continued to read. It disgusted him to think part of him was actually curious 
about that stuff. Sure Chie was beautiful and attractive, but that’s not what he fell in 
love with. To Justin, making a mental note of that kind of information felt like a 
betrayal to his principles and beliefs. 


He took a seat on the couch with the remains of the document, eyes scanning over 
it over and over again. It was all stuff he knew, but... but it just brought a smile to 
his face reading it. Her eyes were brown, her hair was too. She was about 5’6’, 
seventeen at the moment. She actually weighed very little; 120 or so pounds. Turns 
out Justin really did just need to lift weights this entire time. It was all stuff he knew 
about Chie (save her weight) but just seeing it on paper, repeating it over and over 
in his head... Felt like he had a little piece of Chie in his hands right now. 


He stared at the sheet for only a moment longer before folding it up and slipping it 
into the pocket on the inside of his jacket. Right over his heart. 


